On the Death of Her Highneſs 


M A 


R Y 


Princeſs Dowager of Aurange, 


DAUGHTER TO 
CHARLES the Furſt, King of England, Scotland, France and Ireland, &c. 


Ail Graceful MART! Sammon'd up to be, 
A Memier-Saint oth' Heavenly Hierarchie | 
For ſince Tour Virgin-Name-Sake s Peer d with Yon, 
Our Ave-Maries muſt be Doubled too. 


What Zeat of Glory did Toxr Highneſ. s Move, 
To rob Low-Countries, to Enrich th' Abowe 9 *? 
Or was it in a Complement Tor fell, 

. To leave HENKIETTA hour a Parallel ? 
Was't not Enough, that Glouc'fter's Shining Star 
Shrunk the Payr-Royal, toa Royal Payr? 

And as Ambaſſadour (to tit Tour State) 

Prepar'd Tour Ways, knowing the Path was ſtrait ? 
But muſt (O T7zwes ! ) more Royal Blood be ſpilt, 
To make Attonement, for a Kingdom's Guilt ? 

Curſt be that * Baneof Greatneſs | A Diſeaſe 

That Scandals Galen and Hippocrates ! 

So lothſome too, the Soul would hardly own 

The Body at the ReſurreSion | ! 

Thus the Lamb Suffers, while the Fox ſtill dal 
Heavens Kingdome's near ; Tis time t' Amend our Lives. 
'Tis for the Nations Sins, a Puniſhment 
On Princes falls. They'd Live if Wee'd Repent : 

* Tenero ſedet in Ore Lues. 


$i, tam precipitt, fucrant Ventura, Polatu, 
Debuerant ali, F ata, Venire Vid. 


| Here let our Souls, flow from our Eyes in Tears ! 
Like Thoſe, Whole Hopes, are Maſter'd by their Fears ! 
Another Branch, lop't from the Royal Tree, 
And ſhall the Shrubs remain Secure and Free? 
Oh ! it our Earthly Gods, like Men, muſt Iye , 
How, like the Beaſts that periſh, hall Y oſab Dye ? 


All Things Immortal, in this Lady were 
But meer Mortality, and T hat lies Here ! 
Whoſe Goodneſs needs no Gloſs to ſet it off, 


Say but—'Twas Charls hs Danghter —That $ Enough. 


Oh may Her Sox like Her, live to inherit 
The Mothers Virtues and the Fathers Spirit | 
Then will Heaven bleſs its Bleſsing with that Good 
Which caunot be Expreſsd, leſs VUnderſtood. 


The Wond:r of Her Sex! leſs Great, then Good : 
Honouring Her Name, Ennobled by Her Blood! 
The Ages Foy and Grief | Enwy and Pride | 
You could not think Her Mortal. till She Dy'd. 
In brief, be this Inſcrib'd upon Her Tombe, 
HereLits The Mikacte Or CurtsTENDOMS! 
But—Ceale to Monrn |! 


| A Princeſs never Dyes ; 
But, like the Sx, does only Set to Riſe. 


| Hen. BoLv. Olime N. C. Oxon. 


Lon, P rincod! for Edward Hu bands , andare to be ſold at the Sign of the Golden 
Dragon in Fleet-ſtreet, 16 60, 4;. | 


